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Once upon a time there was a world of light bulbs. Light bulbs of all sorts lived there. For 
example, there were little lights like the ones that illuminate the words, "FASTEN SEAT 
BELTS,” on car dashboards, and there were huge spotlights like the ones that stereo 
dealers shine through the sky to call attention to their latest sales. 
 
Three magic light bulbs also lived on this planet. One of these bulbs could shine a 
spotlight brighter than a stereo dealer's anywhere instantly. Its powerful beams actually 
traveled faster than the ordinary speed of light. Another magic bulb could divide itself 
into as many as a million tiny light bulbs. Each individual bulb could then function either 
independently or in concert with the rest. The third magic light bulb had the greatest 
power of all:  the ability to illuminate the entire planet with its light. 
 
One day during the Christmas season, the three magic light bulbs had a conversation. 
 
"You know," the divisible bulb began, "I really wish I could change colors. That way I'd 
be able to get totally into Christmas. All I can do now is split myself up into some tiny 
little clear light bulbs and light up Christmas displays in shopping mall windows. Oh, I do 
get to sneak a few clear little bulbs onto Christmas trees here and there, but that's it." 
 
"Give me a break'" the speedy spotlight replied. "At least you can do something to 
celebrate Christmas. There's no such thing as a Christmas spotlight. If I shoot my beams 
onto a Christmas display, all I do is point out the spots where nobody's dusted for awhile. 
Also, if I shine myself onto a Christmas tree, my brightness makes the little Christmas 
lights look like they've been unplugged.” 
 
"Quit your complaining you two!" the great world light bulb barked. "Think how I feel. I 
never have been able to turn myself on, period. Turning on my rays would eliminate 
night and alter everyone's lives. I just can't go around altering everyone's lives -- so I 
don't turn myself on. That would be okay, except that I have the instinctive need to turn 
myself on. Also, it makes me feel terrible that the only reason I am respected by 
everyone is that I am a great threat to everyone's status quo. More than anything, I wish 
I could use my light to make everyone happy on Christmas." 
 
Meanwhile, on a nearby Christmas tree, a string of Christmas tree light bulbs had a 
conversation of their own. 
 
"You know," a blue bulb said. “Being a Christmas tree light bulb is such a drag. I wish I 
could get turned on more than just a couple of weeks every year." 
 
"Yeah," a red bulb agreed. "and turned on continuously too. It's such a pain to go 
through the strain of blinking on and off for hours every day. It makes me sick when I 
think how many of my friends have burned out from overstress.” 
 
“What type of light bulb would you guys rather be?” a yellow bulb asked. 
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“I'd say being a magic bulb would be pretty all right," a green bulb spoke up. “Then I'd 
get some real respect." 
 
“Oh, the magic bulbs aren't all that happy,” a white bulb objected. 
 
“What do you mean, 'not happy?'" the green bulb replied.  "They've got more watts than 
anyone!" 
 
"Well,” the white bulb responded, “I recently read that the magic bulbs are quite upset 
because they can't get involved very actively in Christmas celebrations.” 
 
"Where'd you read that?” the blue bulb asked, "in THE LIGHTOWER?" 
 
"Yeah," the red bulb jeered, "I'm sure the magic bulbs are real jealous of us proud 
illuminators of the holidays.  HA!” 
 
Meanwhile, in a nearby laboratory, scientists had developed a new type of light bulb. 
The new bulbs were unbreakable and could never burn out. The investors who had 
funded the new bulb project were excited by the profit potentials of their extraordinary 
product. They decided to flood the market with these new bulbs, selling them for less 
money than regular light bulbs. The investors' goal was to drive their competitors out of 
business and eventually monopolize the light bulb industry. 
 
These new bulbs, hatched from such a greedy plot, were born elitist bullies. They 
believed they were God's gift to the light bulb planet, and they set out to prove their 
dominance with terror tactics. Since it was Christmas time, Christmas light bulbs 
naturally became the first victims of the new bulbs' violence. All over the world, the new 
bulbs ruthlessly began shattering Christmas lights, setting Christmas trees on fire, and 
cutting the wires of Christmas light displays. The Christmas lights had no defense 
against the superior new bulbs. 
 
“Take that, you little holiday decorations!" the mean new bulbs would say as they 
shorted out the Christmas lights. "Make room for some real light bulbs!" 
 
These incidents quickly attracted the attention of the three magic bulbs. 
 
"This macho display has got to stop!" the divisible light insisted. 
 
"Indeed, and as soon as possible.” the speedy spotlight agreed. “There's a lot of 
Christmas lights getting hurt out there.” 
 
“The behavior of the new bulbs is especially abhorrent, considering that this is the time 
for good will towards others,” the great world light bulb added. “The very spirit of 
Christmas is at risk.” 
 
"Well, I'm taking advantage of this situation," the divisible bulb said. "I’m going to use this 
opportunity to get more totally into Christmas by dividing up into all one million of my  
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parts and filling in wherever any clear little Christmas lights have been destroyed by 
those punks. I'll dedicate my entire existence to helping the Christmas bulbs and 
preserving the Christmas spirit.” 
 
"And I'll bring attention to every act of anti-Christmas light bulb terror that those 
hoodlums try to pull off!" the speedy spotlight vowed. "I'm so fast, I can expose the 
vermin before they have time to create any mischief.  They'll either have to run away or 
face my antagonism forever. For the first time in my life, I'm going to be able to put my all 
into promoting the Christmas spirit!  Boy, do I feel good. Come on, let's get those punks!" 
 
"If only I could do something to help the Christmas lights,” the great world light bulb 
sighed. 
 
Working together, the divisible light bulb and the speedy spotlight initially reduced the 
number of Christmas bulb assaults. However, the new bulbs were being manufactured 
and marketed at record rates, and they grew increasingly arrogant as their numbers 
swelled. The gangs of new bulbs eventually were committing more than a million acts of 
anti-Christmas light terror every day, more than the divisible bulb could keep up with. 
The huge armies of new bulbs grew so large that their combined light actually outshone 
the speedy spotlight. By that point, the bullies had grown too numerous to fear exposure. 
They, in fact, had taken control of the light bulb world, just as their developers had 
planned. 
 
Establishing this control, however, resulted in a near total genocide of Christmas lights. 
The effect of this greatly dimmed the spirit of Christmas throughout the world. Fearing 
the anti-Christmas light rage of the new bulbs, everyone on the planet began scorning 
anything that even remotely dealt with Christmas, including the concept of good will 
towards others. By Christmas day, the state of affairs on the planet had grown quite 
grim. Everyone had become everyone else's enemy. The entire world festered with par-
anoiac violence and depression. No one was happy, including the new bulbs 
themselves. Even the wealthy developers of the new bulbs were miserable. 
 
The great world light bulb decided that Christmas day that the time finally had come to 
turn itself on. It figured its light could not possibly make things any worse than they 
already were on the light bulb planet. What better time could there be for it to satisfy its 
natural instincts? At least it could make itself a bit happier on this depressing Christmas 
day. 
 
So with one flick of its switch, the great bulb lit up the world. The light from the mighty 
bulb was brighter than the sun itself. Darkness virtually was eliminated; even the core of 
the planet glowed. The light was so strong, in fact. that it allowed everyone to see right 
inside of themselves, providing each individual with not only a clear view of his or her 
internal mechanisms, but also a clear view of his or her merits and faults.  The potential 
for improving the whole of existence suddenly became obvious to everyone. 
 
The most significant result of all this illumination was the new bulbs finally seeing just 
how evil they really were. They felt so bad that they immediately apologized to the  
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remaining Christmas lights for all the bad they had done and vowed to help them to keep 
the spirit of Christmas burning forever. 
 
In addition to this miracle, light bulbs all over the planet stopped complaining about the 
unhappy conditions they found themselves in and started working together to solve their 
problems. The great world light bulb was very pleased for having instigated all of this 
cooperation, trust, and hope. It had, indeed, fulfilled its wish by using its light to make 
everyone happy on Christmas. 
 
There was a limit to the great bulb's power, however. Its filament had gone unused for so 
long; it had grown brittle. The megawatts coursing through the great bulb melted its 
filament only a minute after it had begun illuminating the world. 
 
The light which the great bulb had brought to the world lived on, nevertheless, in the 
hearts of every light bulb. Light bulbs everywhere began gathering together, each 
helping each to see all the wonderful things that happen beyond the range of each's own 
beams. This gathering of lights eventually became a Christmas tradition, one that every 
light bulb could participate in. The light bulb planet became a very friendly place after the 
great world light bulb lit it up, and, indeed, all the light bulbs there lived happily ever 
after. 
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